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Here's your chance to get five pictures of Roy 
and his gong. All five are in full coll 
really look handsome 
desk. 



pin-up pictures FREE plus a certificate of 
hip in the Dell Comics Club. 






So hurry! Mail your dollar with the coupon be- 
low today! The supply is limited and we'll have 
Here's all you do to get these wonderful pic- to limit the offer to the first new subscribers. If 
tures. Subscribe now to Roy Rogers Comics! Just you are already o subscriber and still want the 
$1 will buy a whole year's subscription ... 12 pictures, send in your new subscripfion. We'll 
exciting issues! This is less than if you bought start it when your present one expires and send 
each copy individually and you get these hand- you the pictures right away. 



SUBSCRIPTION HATES: [j 1 year-12 issues 


$1.00 


r 


□ 2 yrs.-24 issues $1.85 □ 3 yrs.-36 issues 


$2.70 


Mail To: DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. DEPT. 7RR 


Canada: □! yr. $1.20; Q 2 yrs. $2.00; □ 3 yrs 


$3.00 


1 W. 33rd St., New York i , N. Y. 


U rnn 
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Please enter subscription to Roy Rogers comics. In- 
clude FREE Pin-up Pictures and Dell Comics Club 

Membership Certificate. 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



HE WAS STANDING 
ON THAT RIM, JUST AHEAD, ] M 
WHEN TSHOT 




f SOMEBODY HAS SEEM 
I SLAUGHTERING caW5.'TED,HAVE J 
^V "iOU AW IDEA WW- 
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V ANDHUNTCOVER. 
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^ SEE HIS SUN- ^V 
HE'S TRAINS TO SPOT I 
PAT, HQW.l THINK/ J 
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§S THE RIFLE ACROSS THE SULCH STEADIES TO Am, @$EXT INSTANT, ROY'S BULLET STRIKES ! A 
RWS SCOPE CENTERS IT ON CROSS- HAIRS. SPLINTER OF IT CUTS THE DRSSULCHER'S. CHE&i- 



OKAM.ROY.' 

[THAT BUSHWHACKER 

HAS SLOPED.' X 

SAW H1NI- 




PAT, SOU STAY HERE ON THE \l-I SURE WILL.ROV/ 
RIM.' TAKE CARE OFOURRIFLES, BUT I WISH SOU 
AND WATCH FOR ANY SUNRRE J AND TED WOULDN'T 
*0U KNOW ISN'TOURS.' -—^SO DOWN THgRE'TVE 
ANSWER IT/ ^j-sa A V V GCT A HUNCH 





HMMf IT DOESN'T MATTER -THEY'VE ^\ 
f SEEN TOO MUCH.' SELLERT, YOU ANDJANM5 V 
TAKE THIS R4NIHAN TOTHE RIVER, 

THEN.TAKETHERE5T / 

OP THE BOY5 AND HUNT THOSE TWO OTHER M 
SNOOPERS DOWN.' 




WHEW YOU'VE GOT 'EM.TAKE 'EM 
INTO THE GULCH AND DYNAMITE THE \ 
WALL DOWN ON TOP OF 'EM.' 

IP YOU FUMBLE 

THIS, I LOSE MY CATTLE ANDY! 

ALL WIND UP IN JAIL.' YOU'RE 

ALL WANTED MEW-' 






A SNAP SHOT JARS BOURNE'S 
BOOT HEEL, THROWING HIM... 




ISHT SIDE Ug THE RANGER PLANS RIPS THROUGH 
THE BRUSH ON THE MESA •$ PLAT SURPAC§„, 



BARNEY.' WAKE UP.' SOT 
TO BET OUT OP HERE-BEFORE-) f F-FIRE ?' 
THERE'S FIRE- 




A5 I SEE IT, ROV, OUR CHANCES 
OP EVER GETTINS OFF THIS MESA ARE 
SLIM! WHATEVER TRAIL THESE DEER- 
OR THEIR ANCEST0R5-USEDTOGET 
UP HERE, HAS BEEN WASHED OUT 
By A LANDSLIDE. 



JS^...AND WE'RE A LONS WAV 
r FROM ANY PLACE WHERE SEARCH 
PLANES WOULD LOOK FOR USi SO 
OUR BEST HOPE IS TO KEEP SIGNAL 
SMOKES GOING.' SOMEBODY ON THE 
RIM OF THE CANVON MIGHT SEE.' 



WHAT A BOUT 

^□UR PLANE'S 

RADIO: 








THERE'S NO LACK OF RARTS TO BUILD 

' IT, BARNEY/ AND MACHINES LIKE THAT HAVE 1 

BEEN BUILT AND FLOWN BYflOYS/ THE WIND 

OF YOUR MOTION KEEPS THE ROTOR BLADES 

WHIRLING, 50 YOU CAN'T LAND HARD, EVEN 

IF THE BREEZE (pUITS/ 



R0Y,VOU MAKE ME FEEL STUPID.' 
"'VE EVEN SEEN A BLUEPRINT OFA 
SLIDER LIKE THAT- BUT I'D NEV.ER 
HAVE THOUGHT OF IT AS A WAYOJ T / 
OF THE JAM WE'RE \t 












From the mound thot overlooked the rol 
ing prairie, Bronc Madigan watched the 
wagon train rumble slowly toward the creek. 
Already, the first wagons were forming a 
huge circle in the meadow he had picked as 
the comp for the night. As the hired guide of 
the wagon train, Bronc watched the maneuver 
critically. 

"Too slow," he mused. "They'll learn to do 
it a lot faster in Indian country." 

Lean and brown in his saddle, Bronc eyed 
the last wagon rumble past. "That Corby rig is 
nothing but a wreck. And those oxen pulling 
the wagon will never make it." 

It was with pity that he regarded the Corby 
woman in the seat of the wagon. Her face^ 
was haggard as she clutched at the blanket- 
wrapped infant in her arms. Bronc had only 
seen her husband twice since they'd started 
on the trail. Sam Corby spent most of the 
time resting inside the wagon. The hacking 
cough that came from beneath the rig's 
patched canvas had long since told Bronc 
Madigan the reason why. 

But somehow it was young Terry Corby 
that Bronc pitied most. As the scrawny, six- 
teen-year-old strode beside the wagon, his 
face was a mask of dust and his voice was 
hoarse from urging the oxen on, Bronc knew 
it was his determination that kept the Corby's 
wagon on the trail. But Bronc pitied him more 
because he knew of an even more bitter 
struggle that was Terry Corby's. 

As the last wagon passed, Bronc galloped 
his horse toward the creek, shutting off all 
thought of the Corbys, He had tethered his 
horse for the night when he noticed the crowd 



of men and boys near the creek. 

"It's Pipsqueak Corby and Rafe Bragg, 
fighting again," an urchin informed him. 

Pipsqueak was the nickname the young- 
sters in the wagon train had saddled on Terry 
Corby! His anger rose to the boiling point 
when he saw what was going on. In the tight 
circle of grinning faces, the fight was ridicu- 
lously unfair. Terry's opponent was a hulking, 
oversized boy of seventeen, the son of Rufus 
Bragg, captain of the wagon train and 
Bronc's boss. Though Terry was fighting, with 
skill and desperation, his outsized opponent 
was butting, and kicking him at every oppor- 
tunity. 

Bronc stepped forward to stop it but as 
he did a hand touched his shoulder. He 
turned to face Rufus Bragg, Rafe's father. 
"Leave them be," said Bragg. "That Pip- 
squeak's been spoiling for trouble ever since 
we started West." 

The guide spat contemptuously. "It's that 
boy of yours who's making trouble. Terry's 
the only kid in the wagon train who won't 
knuckle under to him." 

A roar from the crowd interrupted them 
and Bronc turned just in time to see Rafe 
drive home a brutal blow that sent Terfy 
sagging to the earth. As the bully swaggered 
past, Rufus turned triumphantly to Bronc. 
"Reckon the pipsqueak got his comeup- 
pance," he grinned. 

Bronc pushed past him toward Terry but 
the boy had climbed to his feet and was 
staggering toward the water bucket that lay 
on its side near the creek. Even in the bit- 
terness of his defeat the boy had not for- 



gotten his duty toward the Corby wagon and 
its wretched occupants. Watching him, Eronc 
could remember that time long ago when 
he himself had first ventured westward. A 
half-starved boy of seventeen, he'd been vic- 
timized by every bully who crossed his path. 
Now, os he watched Terry stumbling back 
to the circle of wagons, Bronc knew he had 
to do something. 

After supper, he stopped to talk to Terry's 
mother. When he'd finished, her reply was 
short and grim. 

"Mr. Madigan, we're not turning back. 
The doctor says Pa's only chance is to reach 
Arizona." 

"What about Terry? It isn't fair to saddle 
a boy with all this responsibility." 

"I know it's not easy for him, but he's my 
son and his Pa's and he'll carry his share 
of the burden." And in her eyes shone the 
same determination that Bronc had so often 
seen in Terry's. And as the guide arose he 
knew what had to be done. 

On the other side of the wagon, Terry was 
examining a wheel-hub. "I saw the fight," said 
Bronc. "That Rafe knows about every dirty 
trick in the book." 

"Remember how he kept using his knee?" 
Bronc continued. The boy didn't answer but 
turned his eyes back to the wheel-hub. "I 
saw a Pawnee fight that way once," said 
Bronc. "At-a rendezvous in the Teton coun- 
try. He was up against a Paiute half his size. 
ThatPaiutehad him on his back begging for 
mercy in nothing flat." 

The boy looked at him with interest. "How'd 
he do that?" 

"An old Indian wrestling trick. I'll show 
you. Come at me with your knee like Rafe 
did," Bronc invited. 

The boy charged in, his right knee driving 
for Bronc's middle. With a cat-like movement 
the guide stepped aside. His strong hands 
closed on the boy's ankle and with a deft 
movement Terry was dumped unceremoni- 
ously to 'the ground. 

"That was mighty slick," Terry said, ad- 
miringly. "Could I try it on you?" 



Bronc grinned widely. "Sure, let's go." 

In the next few weeks, as the wagon train 
headed westward, Bronc spent his spare time 
showing Terry the fine art of rough and tum- 
ble fighting, as he had learned it from 
Indians, fur trappers, mule drivers and wagon 
bosses. Then, one night, along the Platte, 
Bronc saw his lessons bear fruit. 

Once more, Rafe Bragg picked on Terry. 
Once again, the boy resisted his bullying. 
But this time the story ended differently. 

The first time Rafe charged in with his 
head lowered to butt, his face met with a 
rock-hard elbow. When he kicked, Terry 
threw him with a bone-cracking crash. For 
every trick the bully tried, Terry had an an- 
swering move. In minutes, Rafe was beaten 
and staggering. It was then that his father 
pushed forward with a protesting roar. "That 
runt's gonna kill my boy," he bellowed. 

But before he could interfere Bronc Madi- 
gan stopped him. "Leave them be, Bragg," 
said Bronc mildly. "Shucks, that little pip- 
squeak couldn't hurt your boy" 

It ended with Rafe a beaten hulk at 
Terry's feet. And as Bronc watched the victor 
push through the admiring crowd, he knew 
that the Corbys and their battered wagon 
would arrive safely in Arizona. "Shucks," h« 
mused. "That Pipsqueak's got enough spunk 
and grit to take them clear to China, if he 
had to." 






LOOK AT HIMf LYING ON HIS 

STOMACH IN THE BUSHES, J 
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THAT CHICKEN HAWK SAW YOUR HAIR RUFFLING IN 
THE WIND, AND THOUGHT IT WAS FEATHERS, \ 

PROBABLT' JUST BE GLAD IT WASN'T AN £ASL£ 

^— — — UKE THE ONE THAT TANGLED WITH 

'OH! TELL US 




WELL...WALTHADARANCH,DOWNINTEXAS.. 

RAISED ANGORA GOATS AND QUARTER-HORSES.. 

SO, WHEN HE STARTED LOSING NEW-BORN 60AT 
KIDS AND NEW-BORN 
FOALS FROM HIS PURE- 
BRED MARES.. 




-?--■ ;HE WAS PLENTY HAD.' PUREBRED COLTS 
ARE WORTH A LOT OF MONEY • BESIDES, WALT LOVED 
THE LITTLE FELLOWS.. 




"THE FIRST TWO KILLS. 
AND THE TRACKS AROUND 
THEM, TOLD WALT AN 

INTERESTING STORY. 




COYOTES WOULD NEVER 
GETA COLT FAR ENOUGH 
AWAY FROM ITS MOTHER 
TOKILL'IT?BUTAN«£Zf, | 
NOW... I'VE HEARD HOW 
THEY DO W I'M GOING 
TO WATCH A 




" walt got himse lf a pai r of good, strong bin- 
oculars, and picked a place to watch. for 
the next three days, h e stuck to it , then-- 
'there'sa"" 
big old golden 





"HE SAW THE WHOLE THING — A GOLDEN 
EASLE MAKING SHORT SWOOPS TILL HE'D 
SEPARATED A KID FROM THE FLOCK 

THEN STRIKING IT IN THE NECK WITH 

HIS SHARP CLAWS " 
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■WALT SETTLED THE 
EAGLE'S HASH.RIGHT 

THEN AND THERE •- 



'AND FROM THAT DAY ON HE CARRIED WAR TO ALL 
THE EAGLE5 ON HIS RANGE ? HE ARRANGED 

WITH AN AIRPLANE PILOT. 



-To TAKEHiMUPEASLEHUNTIHS? 1 






"WHENHESAWTHE [ I'LLWAITHERE.LUKE !YOU 
DEAD FOAL.WALT yr* RIDE HOME AND BRING ME 
GGTASlGIOEA..'^ SOME LUNCH — AND A SHOVEL, 
ANDAPAIROFSTOUTSLOVESr 




"H£ SENT HIS FOREMAN HOME FOR A SHOVEL ANO 
SOME OTHER THINSS 



"WHEN LUKE CAME BACK, ALLHE SA* WAS ANOTHER 
FOALIH THE BUSHES.' 





'THE FOURTH MORNING, IT PAID OFF? THE KILLER 
EAGLE HIT WALT'S DISGUISE SO HARD THAT IT 
NEARLY KNOCKED HIM COLD--- AND HIS KNIFE- 
LIKE CLAWS BIT RIGHT THROUGH WALT'S SCALP 

"AND HE FINALLY GOT THE BIRD WRAPPED UP IN A 
8LANKET.S0 HE COULDN'T MOVE ANYTHING 
BUT HIS HEAD." 



"WALT TOOK AN AWFUL BEATING FROM THAT TWELVE- 
POUND EAG LE'S WINGS AND BEAK - -- BUT HE WAS 
GAME TO TAKE IT?" 




/ MAN! TELL ME, 
f CHARLEY— DID 

1 WALT CATCH 
k MANY EAGLES 
=^THATWAY?~/ 


V* 


f NOPE— ONLY THAT 
ONE THE WAS THE KILLER, 
SO WALT DIDN'T LOSE ANY 
MORE YOUNG STOCK... 
k HE SHIPPED MR.EAGLE 
■^ TO azoot j/ 
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maguey 

blessing from 
the Gods 




When early explorers fust reached Mexico, 
they were surprised to find that the inhabitants, 
supposedly uncivilized Indians, were skilled 
farmers who raised plants, among them some 
entirely unknown to Europeans. Today, Mex- 
ican Indians still raise the maguey, a gift the 
Aztecs believed had been given them by their 
pagan gods. From this one plant, strong cloth, 
rope, a nourishing drink and medicine can be 
made! 

The tougli edges of the plant's thick leaves 
contain long, tough strands which can be puiled 
out and twisted into cords or woven into coarse 
cloth. When the leaves are crushed, a whitish 
sap runs out. When aged, this sap is called 
"pulque". Aztec nobles preferred another Mex- 
ican drink called "chocoatl"'- chocolate— but the 
Indian farmer drank pulque much as we drink 
milk and coffee. 

The maguey is used by the Indians for burns. 
The leaf is sliced and the fleshy part is laid 
directly on the burn, ft has a cooling and sooth- 
ing effect. The fresh juice helps sunburn and 
insect bites. 

The century plant is one kind of maguey 
and if you have one growing in your home, you 
can see all the parts of this plant that the 
Aztecs i 




Don't miss the latest adventures of 
the Queen of the West 

DALE EVANS COMICS 



Get your copy today from your favorite 
DELL Comics dealer-just 10? 




DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



LEGENDS OF THE OLD WEST 





P0IQ1 ©1TW 

ONE OF THE GREAT TRAIL TOWNS 

Dodge City was the capital of Texas for cowboys 
for many years. They drove their trail herds north 
from Texas ranches to the railroad at Dodge. After 
many months on the open range with only longhorns 
or whitefaces for company. Dodge was truly a big 
city and almost a paradise to them. 

Dodge got its start as a buffalo hunter's town. 
There were thousands of the big animals on the wide 
prairies and manv hunters came to the location and 
set up a permanent camp from which the hides and 
some meat were sent hack east. The Santa Fe railroad 
reached the town in 1872 and the buffalo hunting 
boomed. Manv yeais later, there were enormous piles 
of bones on all the streets. These finally vanished. 
however, when it was discovered that they made 
excellent fertilizer when ground up. 

When the great herds of buffalo were gone from 
the prairie, cuttle took their places, and the railroad 
was the only way to ship them east. Great herds were 
driven into Dodge City and the customary way to 
arrive was at a run. The cowbojs were happy to see 
Dodge City — almost too happy. Their celebrations 
caused ruffled feelings on the part of many local 
citizens and there were many gun fights. 

The situation became so bad that lite citizens made 
an old buffalo hunter named Wyatt Earp. sheriff. The 
Dodge City law officer used a Colt .'15 with a fifteen- 
inch barrel and was so fast on the draw that soon the 
town quieted down. No one cared to argue with the 
carelullv dressed town marshal. He was lair and honest 
and so good a shot that no one could safely break 
the law. 




BUY AND SHOOT A 



